The Safety Catch
"What's the matter, dear?" she asked with concern.
"Indigestion," said Joe, pointing to his own stomach.
"Oh, no, it's not/' said old Mother Ckpp indignantly. "Not
off vittles sold here. I have the best of everything------"
"No, no," said John. "It's only a little tiling. Not a huge problem
like a shilling lunch. I'm saying that war can be prevented, and
these chaps say they don't care much if it is or it isn't prevented."
Mrs. Clapp, a very stout matron clad in rusty black, with a
whitish apron, sat on the chair next to John.
"Pity Mr. Clapp's gone," she said. "He was hot on this. He was
a great thinker, was Mr. Clapp."
"Well," said John, "what did Mr. Clapp think?"
"I'll tell you," replied Mrs. Clapp. "He said it was Gawd's will
there should be a war every now and again to punish us for our
sins and thin us off a bit."
John surveyed Mrs. Ckpp. He could not help feeling that it was
some time since a nice bit of sin had been in her way, though she
was still eligible for a process of thinning-off.
"So long," he said, "as it's not oneself that is punished or thinned
off. Would you like to be thinned-off by a bomb or a bullet, Mrs.
Clapp?"
"That ain't the point," said Mrs. Clapp. "Yer can't pick and
choose in a thing like that. There's always been wars and there
always will."
"No!" said John. "There will not. They can be prevented."
"Who's to prevent 'em?" asked Mrs. Clapp, flicking crumbs
off the table. Mr. Trumper and Joe looked at John. "I am," he
said.
Mrs. Clapp had seen a great deal of life. What with midwifery,
ky-outery and cuisinerie, she was a woman difficult to surprise.
She looked at John as if he had said he could find the ace of spades
nine times out of ten. She smiled and shook her head.
"Yer'll never do it, my boy," she said. "It's the good Gawd's
will. He puts it into people's heads to have a war all in His good
time. Yer don't think He'd put it into Hitler's head to have a war,
with one hand, and into yours how to stop it with the other, do
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